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doctor carried on, as though Doe were nothing to sing songs
about. He tested his eyes, surveyed his teeth, tried his
chest, tapping him before and behind, and telling him to
say " 99 " and to cough. All these liberties so amused Doe
that he could scarcely manage the " 99 " or the cough for
giggling. And I was doing my best to increase his difficulty
by pretending to be in convulsions of smothered laughter.

Then the doctor sounded Doe's heart, and, as he did it,
all the laughter went out of my life, I suddenly remembered
a scene, wherein I lay in the baths at Kensingtowe, recovering
from a faint, and Dr. Chappy looked down upon me and
said : " There may be a weakness at your heart/' As I re-
membered it, the first time for years, my heart missed its
beats. I saw rapidly succeeding visions of my rejection by
the doctor ; my farewell to Doe, as he left for romantic
Gallipoli; and my return to the undistinguished career of
the Medically Unfit. I found myself repeating, after the
fashion of younger days (though at this wild-colt period I
had done with God): " O God, make him pass me. O God,
make him pass me."

" All right, get dressed/1 the doctor commanded Doe.

" Come here, you/' he said to me, brutally.

My eyes, teeth, and chest satisfied him; and then, like
a loathly eavesdropper, he listened at my heart. I was
afraid my nervousness would cause some irregular action of
the detestable organ that would finally down me in his eyes.

" All right, get dressed/' he said; and, having put his
stethoscope away, he wrote something on two printed Army
Forms and sealed them.

" Are we fit, sir ? " asked I, in suspense.

" I've written my verdict/' he said snappily, looking at
me as much as to say: " You aren't asked to converse.
This isn't a conversazione " ; but, when he caught my gaze,
he seemed to repent of his harshness, and answered gruffly:

" Both perfect."

" Oh, thanks, sir," said I. I could have kissed the old
churl.

And so, before July was out, when Doe and I were at our
separate homes on a last leave, we received from the Director-
General of Movements our Embarkation Orders. Marked
" SECRET/' the documents informed us that we were to
report at Devonport " in service dress uniform," with a view